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Imtroduectionm 


The years "Away At School” (1936-1941) were joyful for me. |! 
related to my friends differently than at home. Most of the 
people I met were kind, thoughtful, and friendly; some were 
outstanding in their fields. It was a learning period which gives 
me great pleasure to recall. Some of my recollections may be in 
error or I may have been mistaken in my observations. If this is 
the case and you know better, I would appreciate hearing about 
ae 

Additional information about various individuals, especially 
referring to their after school years, is included in "End 
Notes". Superscripts, generally indicate such treatment. 

I wish to express my appreciation to my former classmates, 
Dan Rich and Ed Brust, for offering information about our 
experiences together that allowed a truer picture af the past to 
be presented. Also I am indebted to my loving wife, Jean, for 
reviewing and correcting this material. 
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Figure 1: My Mid-western Environment 


Note: Twin Cities = Minneapolis & St Paul, Carleton College 
= Northfield, St John’s M.A. = Delafield | 


Figure 2: The St John’s 
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Chapter 1 


St John’s Mili itary Academy 


Figure i.i: L- Pvt. George Hatzenbuhler Jr R- Corporal John 
Rodgers Who Recruited Me 


1.24 A New Lite 


No one asked me ' about what school [| would like to attend. 
How it happened to be St John’s was a mystery. I[ later found out 
that John Rodgers* received a Recruiting Medal for my attendance. 
Gur Dads were friends. We always bought our shoes at Mr Rogers! 
shoe store. He must have put a word in about the school. Mom 
wanted me to go away to school. She felt that [| had toc many 


distractions around town. Also she felt that I was thinking Dad 
knew it all. 

All this was going on and | didn’t even know about it. Maybe 
I was too busy with summer vacation pleasures to be bothered. 
However that may be, in September of 1936 my folks drove me to 
Delafield, WI. My room was in the Band barracks. Some cadets 
had already moved in and were eager to see the New Boys who they 
would start hazing. Since I was a Senior, 1 wasn’t the regular 
New Boy. The proper classification was Half Ass. In a few days 
all the enrollment requirements were completed including the 
assignment of uniforms, bedding, etc. 

My New Boy roommate arrived and classes started. We learned 
about formations and marching. At reveille the day started 
earlier than I had ever been in the habit of getting up. This 
was quite a shock! One not only had hop out of bed, but hurry to 
get dressed and outside for formation. Then hurry back and make 
up one’s bed in the prescribed manner. Form up again and march to 
breakfast. Notification of all these activities was by bugle 
call. At noon we marched in again for dinner. During the morning 
and early afternoon we went to classes. After classes there was 
physical education or military drill. For those in the band 
military drill was band practice. This was usually in the 
basement band room in Company E barracks next door to the Band 
barracks. After marching in for supper we marched to chapel for 
a short Episcopal service. This included really kneeling. for © 
New Boys and Half Asses, during certain parts of the service. Old 
Boys were allowed to sit back against the edge of the pew while 
kneeling. | 

Study began at 7 PM at which time you were required to be in 
your room and quiet. During the study period which lasted till 9 
PM there were short breaks when one could go to the bathroom or 
visit another room. Shortly after 9 PM taps were sounded and all 
lights had to be out. The Officer of the Day made the rounds to 
be sure that everyone was in bed. 

All this was a far cry from my easy life at home. However, 
I got used to it rather quickly and began to learn something for 
a change. In fact at the end of the year I had won the Spanish 
‘Medal and Honorable Mention in Solid Geometry! 


141.2 The Marching Military Band 


I was assigned to the Band instead of a Company because I! 
played the saxophone and led a dance orchestra while at 
Bloomington High School. The Band was about half the size of a 
Company, about 25 members against 50. Even so, I never was able 
to call the role from memory. The members that I remember, 
usually are connected with some special feature, physical or 
happenstance. | 

One boy was physically handicapped, having lost a leg just 
below the knee. He was riding the rods ona freight train and 
somehow fell off and the train passed over his leg. I never knew 
him very well but was impressed by the account of this accident. 


Another cadet, in my judgment, never should have come to St 
John’s. He was small, weak, with very bad vision, and was 
subservient. As a “New Boy” he absorbed 90% of the hazing that 
took place in the Band. I! think he lived in perpetual fear, for 
example whenever he addressed me, he said, "Mr Hatzenbuhler, 
Sir!" I wasn’t an "Old Boy” so neither the formal address nor the 
"Sir™, was customary. 

One night just before taps there was a big ruckus on the 
second floor. I roomed on the first floor and stepped out in the 
hall just in time to see this poor fellow climb the upstairs 
banister and fall down the stair well breaking his arm. What got 
into him or caused this accident no one ever knew. However, after 
this event the "Old Boys” let up on hazing him. Maybe he was 


lucky! 
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Figure 1.2: L- Lt. R.W. Handley, R- ist Sgt. W.J. Hodgkins 


I had packed my boxing gloves which appealed to our First 
Sergeant, W.J. Hodgkins,* who invited me to his room to box with 
him. He soon took me under his wing and taught me a thing or two 
about fighting. "Hodge” as ! soon began to call him in private, 
roomed with Lt. Handley, a quite, orderly cadet whose parents 
were missionaries in Africa. Hodge on the other hand was a wild, 


daring, outspoken fellow. He played the base horn in the band and 
though short, was heavy set and muscular. He prided himself on 
being able to eat a dozen or more eggs for breakfast! 

As First Sergeant, he knew how to put fright into the 
cadets. At inspection he might come up so close that his big 
belly would bump against yours and his chin practically touch 
yours. With a menacing, contorted face he would proceed to chew 
you out to a fair thee well! I always felt that he would be a 
great one to have on my side in a knock down and drag out scrap. 

I finally had the courage to ask him about his finger that 
was badly deformed on the end. He told me that a number of years 
before his finger was damaged and the doctor put a carbolic acid 
bandage around it to kill the infection. This resulted ina 
condition that never healed properly. Instead of a fingernail a 
callous condition covered the finger tip with the end of the bone 
visible. 


Figure 1.3: L- Capt. (Detached) W.M. Verity, R- Capt. W.A. Mever 


The Band was split into two factions: One led by Lt. Tim 
Verity * and the other by Capt. W.A. Meyer. ° Hodge, Handley, and 


Pyvt.ist Class Colton were on Tim’s side which I! joined. Szt. 
Robert D’Amico and Corp. J.J. Jambor were on Meyer’s side. 
Outside the Band there was a continuation of this split. Captains 
Nelson and Brust were for Tim. Lt Optner was on Meyer’s side. 
How this competition started, I never knew. Maybe most of the 
academy didn’t know about it and could care less. To me, it had 
some importance. 


Figure 1.4: L- Capt. Robert Nelson R- Sgt. Robert D’Amico 


tT. aoe. 1 Jambor Over Steps His 
Authority 


One day Jambor was hazing the New Boys and he decided to 
pick on me. 1 can’t remember what ! did or did not do. However, 
Jambor had me hold out my hand and he cracked my knuckles with a 
ruler. | 


1.4.2 Meyer Makes Captain orf 
tne Bana 


Our side was very disappointed when Meyer became Captain of 
the Band instead of Tim. Jambor became Meyer’s flunky, assisting 
him with his uniform and generally upsetting our side. About this 


time I related the incident mentioned above to Hodge. He informed 
me that Jambor had exceeded his authority in striking a Half Ass. 


1.4.3 Revenge 


One evening just before “lights out”, I went up to Meyer’s 
room and knocked on the door. Jambor, who was assisting Meyer 
with his sash in preparation for OD duty, came to the door. | 
took a quick swing and hit Jambor on the nose and jaw. He grabbed 
his face and the blood flowed over his hands. He cried, “My 
God"! | turned and went back to my room. Our side was delighted 
and I was their hero! 


1.4. 4 Consequences 


Capt. Meyer made out a report of charges against me and. 
turned it in to the Commandant of Cadets, Major Smythe. I was 
called in to tell my side of the story, which I did. As we were 
leaving for Christmas Holidays, I received an order for a large 
number of tours on the guard path, to begin when school resumed. 
On the appointed date, I reported to the Sergeant of the Guard. 
Before | had set foot on the guard path, an orderly arrived and 
told the Sergeant something. The Sergeant told me that |! had been 
dismissed. I went back to the barracks and never had to walk any 
of the tours. | didn’t know how our side engineered this. I! 
didn’t ask any questions! Years later Capt. Brust told me that 
Capt. Verity interceded for me. 


Figure 1.5: St John’s Dance Orchestra,”"Peck’s Bad Boys” FR L-R 
Bly, Hatzenbuhler, James, Colton, Verity, BR Jenss, Muirhead, 
Roebken, Keller, Peck 
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Figure 1.6: Mothers Day 1937, L- My Roomise, Melvin E. Kell 
Yours Truly, with our mothers behind the Band barracks 


The years that stood between my roomie, Milton Keller, and ! 
formed a barrier. About all! I can recall! was his love of fishing. 
I gpent most of my free time with others. 
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Figure 1.7: L- Capt. E.G. Brust,Jr., R- Lt. H.M. Truby 


With a new found confidence in myself I was in no mood to 
take any guff off anybody! The weather was cold and the ground 
was covered with snow. The Band had been dismissed from practice 
and the Companies were returning from drill. Lt Truby of & 
Company was throwing snowballs and one of them hit my saxophone. 

[ went to my room and put my saxophone away and then went up to 
Lt. Truby’s room and knocked on the door. Capt. Brust was in the 
room as Truby’s roommate. [ told them that I had come to settle 
scores about the snowball! incident. So Brust stood back and Truby 
and 1 started to fight. This wasn’t so one sided as it had been 
with Jambor but I was able to hold my own. I didn’t realize it 
at the time but Brust was one of our side and was actually 
pulling for me. Brust told me later Truby wanted to bring charges 
against me for striking a superior officer but Brust told him 
that he had started it and might be in trouble for his actions if 
it was reported. Nothing ever developed! 


3 a 4 Rumors a.mci Ominous 
Intelligence | 


In the spring I began to feel at home at the Academy. 
Friendships were firmly in place so 1 felt quite at home lounging 


in Tim’s room listening to Hodge tell stories of his experiences 


on the Great Lakes ore boats. One such time, Hodge adopted a very 
secretive mood and began expounding on a coming battle that we 
would all have to take part in. Details on when, where, and what 
for, were missing. These would be announced later but we were to 
get ourselves ready for a very serious engagement, clubs and all! 
Fortunately nothing of the kind developed. Such were the rumors 


that went around. 


1.8 Hitler’ s Orders a t Sst 
John’? s 


It was also rumored that one morning a copy of Hitler’s 
Orders for the Day appeared on the school’s bulletin board. When 
this was reported to Major Smythe, Commandant of Cadets, he 
ordered them removed saying, "I’11 not have Hitler’s order’s on 
the same board with mine!” 


1.9 Let’ s GSO Om @ A Pass 


On the week end it was sometimes possible to get a pass to 
go into Milwaukee for the day. The Rapid Transit had an | 
Interurban Station at Delafield that made it possible to commute 
to Milwaukee with ease. The interurban would be full of cadets 
both ways. Most every one took the same train so as to spend as 
much time as possible in the city. For me it was a change but 
not a great excitement. 


weg arg bee 
iE | 


‘Ht give 
ails aie 


Figure 1.8: Back at the Wheel Again 


I missed having a car, with all the freedom and 
Opportunities that went with it. Once my folks brought my car up 
and I took Tim with me on pass to Milwaukee. This was Tim’s 
fourth year at St John’s so he knew his way around. We picked up 
some girls at a dance and drove to a lonely spot to talk. Before 
long a motorcycle cop came up and questioned us about what we 
were up to. He was surprised to find that we were cadets and my 
identification matched the political sticker on the windshield 
"Hatzenbuhler for Lt Governor”. He drove off and left us to our 
own desires. | 


1.140 The Imadaian 


Tim had a great reputation at the academy as a motorcyclist. 
It was rumored that he was sometimes able to have his motorcycle 
at a friends place in Delafield. Maybe Colton’s. Mostly we heard 
stories about it. To him the "Indian”™ was the only good 
motorcycle. He had just been given a new red one, which he called 
his "Sly". Tim invited me to visit him in Chicago during 
vacation. I would get to ride his "Sly"! The next vacation I! 
drove to Chicago and Tim, with a buddy, set out to show me the 
Signts. 
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Figure 1.9: George & Tim at his home in Chicago 
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oe ek Tne Loop Night Spots 


Tim lived on Chicago’s south side. We took off toward the 
Loop using the outer drive that skirts Lake Michigan. I was 
exceeding the speed limit and was flagged over by a patrol car. 
As | decelerated the officer went on to flag over several other 
cars that were keeping me company. They stopped ahead of me and 
the officer got out to give them a ticket. On seeing this I! took 
off and reached the Loop with no more difficulty! 

We parked and visited the Black Hawk for a short beer at the 
bar. Then to the gay section for a quick walk through to see 
what was going on. Finally we ended up in "The Three Duces”™ at 
222 N. Walbash for the floor show. Tim told me we had to keep 
buying in order to hold our table, which we did. Tim liked black 
music, he played piano and trombone. 

On the way home Tim had me stop at a dance hall he called 
the "Starch Factory”. The place looked like a factory. No name or 
lights! It was different from any I! had been in before. The 
dancers didn’t dance out on the floor but the men stood with 
their backs to the wall and the girls performed a dance of sorts 
facing them and as close as possible! There were a couple of 
bouncers that kept moving around to see if things were getting 
out of hand. [| think they had some rule about what you could and 
couldn’t do with your hands. Tim hadn’t briefed me too well on 
all these fine points so [ was on my own so to speak. That was 
the end of my sight seeing tour! 


A. @® A Motorcycl ©& Ride 


Figure 1.10: Getting Set To Ride Tim’s Sly 


In the morning Tim wheeled out his motorcycle and explained 
it to me as |! had no experience with one. He fired it up and 
showed me where to hang on behind him, and off we went. It was 
thrilling, much more exciting than bicycle riding. When we 
stopped he offered to let me take a ride on it. [| tried out the 
various controls and then took off down the road for about half a 
mile, turned around and came back. On the way I reached 50 mph 
and as |.approached Tim I could see the worried look on his face 
which relaxed into a smile as |! braked to a stop and dismounted. 
Guess he was having second thoughts with trusting his beautiful 
"Sly™ to a mere novice. As |! think back on it, we didn’t wear 
helmets either! 


Ls 2S From Latin to Spanish 


At Bloomington High | spent two years studying Latin but 
came away with only passing grades. St John’s offered Latin, 
French, German, and Spanish. Since |! needed a better grade 
average in foreign language I elected what was considered the 
easiest, Spanish. My background in Latin must have helped as I 
was getting along very well and even enjoying it! I told my folks 
about this and suggested that we go to Mexico for the winter 
vacation so [I could get some practice. They were so happy to see 
me interested in my studies that they arranged a trip to Mexico. 


1.1414 Cnhnrriistmas im Me>xicoa 


Mom and | left Bloomington on an American Express Mexico 
Tour. Dad had planned to go but canceled because of business. 
Several cars assigned to the tour came out of Chicago attached to 
the C&A Railroad’s Abraham Lincoln. At St Louis these were 
attached to other tour cars which made up an entire train by the 
time we reached the Border. There, a Mexican locomotive with a 
baggage car full of Mexican troops was attached for the trip to 
Mexico City. Whenever the train stopped, especially if we were 
in the country, the troops put up machine guns, deployed to 
protect the train against bandits. | 
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Figure i.ii1: L- My Tour Buddy and I in Mexico City R- Mom and I 
in Cuernavaca 


I met a tour member about my age from Chicago and we became 
buddies. We tried our Spanish on every occasion. Especially 
flirting with sales girls in the countless little shops. We had 
fun and learned Spanish at the same time. 


141.15 A Mexican Turkey Dinner 


We had turkey for Christmas dinner at the Geneva Hotel in 
Mexico City. Just as we had experienced it in Havana, Cuba years 
before, the fowl was overcooked and too dry! 


Ls LS Swimming to the Hospital 


Back at St John’s again. Spring had arrived, or a reasonable 
facsimile there of. It was a beautiful warm day and I! couldn’t 
wait to go swimming. There was a little creek between the 
academy and Delafield. At one point it widened into a pond big 
enough for swimming. I put on my swimming suit and joined 
several cadets of the same mind at the pond. Without testing the 
water, I dove in. The sensation was terrific! I felt pins and 
needles all over my body. It was by far the coldest water I! was 
ever in. 1 swam to shore as fast as I could and wrapped myself 
in a towel. My teeth were chattering on the way back to the 
barracks and a hot shower. 

The next day found me in the infirmary with a bad cold. 
There were several other cadets there, some with sprained 
shoulders or other parts that the nurse treated with a heat lamp 
from time to time. At night I wanted the nurse to open the window 
to let in the fresh air but was told that the cold air wasn’t 
good for you. We always opened our window in the barracks. Dad 
used to say fresh air was good for you! 


1.14727 Back On Sick Cal il 


Ever since Christmas vacation, which I spent in Mexico, I 
had noticed a sore on my arm. It didn’t go away but seemed to be 
getting bigger. The center of it healed up. It started spreading 
forming a larger and larger ring. Back in the Infirmary on sick 
call the doctor gave me some ointment to put on the sore and told 
me to come back in a few days so he could inspect it. It didn’t 
help so he had me go down to his office in Delafield daily for 
ultraviolet treatments. After a week or so it finally cleared 
up. My experience with sick call was over! | 


1.183 Pinysical Education 


Several times during the week the cadets were required to go 
to the gym for PE. This included various exercises such as push 
ups, knee bends, weight lifting, etc. The object was body 
building and improved posture. When school began we were 
measured and photographed. It seems like the instructions were to 
just be natural! At the end of the school year we were measured 


again and photographed. This time the instructions were to stand 
up straight! Copies of these data and pictures were sent to our 
parents to show the benefits of St John’s life. 


1.19 Im the Mess Hi=zaliil 


I will say that regular hours, exercise, study, and military 
drill had helped my appetite. The mess hall was quite large with 
rows and rows of tables that seated 4 or 5 cadets on each side 
with a cadet officer at each end. After marching in, each cadet 
stood behind his assigned seat until the order was given to be 
seated. New cadets were seated toward the middle and were | 
required to sit up straight with their arms folded around the 
back of their chair when not eating, and from time to time to eat 
a square meal. This amounted to raising your food straight up 
from the plate and bringing it over to you mouth with a right 
angle move, then retiring the utensils along the same path! 

Waiters delivered the serving dishes to the officers who had 
the first helping then passed the dishes to the Old Boys and 
finally the New Boys. No one ever went hungry -- [| don’t think. 
There was a pint of milk at each plate. I often traded my desert 
unseen for an extra bottle of milk! Many cadets wanted an extra 
desert to satisfy their sweet tooth, especially if they thought | 
it might be ice cream. 

The rumor was that the academy was putting alicetex 
(potassium or sodium nitrate) in the the food to repress the sex 
drive of the cadets! Who knows? 


1.20 Tne Memorial Da yv Parade 


The whole Corp of Cadets was to go to Chicago. They 
arranged for a special train so that we could all travel! together 
and be properly managed. Soon after getting underway we went 
through a little town at fairly high speed. All of a sudden there 
was a tremendous impact followed by a series of lesser impacts. 
The train ground to a stop and backed up. The curious cadets put 
the story together this way: A milk delivery truck always crossed 
the tracks at a time when no trains were scheduled. That day 
there was a special train. The truck driver didn’t see the train 
coming. The initial impact was when the train hit the truck. The 
lesser impacts were caused by pieces of wreckage ricocheting 
between the train and the railroad station near the crossing. 

. Safely in Chicago we marched to the Drake Hotel. At the. 
evening meal the cadets were surrounded by crystal and linen. 
Some wiseapple discovered that the crystal would give off a tone 
if a wet finger were rubbed around the top of the rim. Soon the 
whole banquet hall was filled with the a louder and louder 
strange tone as more and more of the cadets SRE: on and Joined 
the chorus. 


Dad, who always liked to make a story out of anything said: 
"The authorities in Chicago wanted to have a show of force to 
help control some of the discontents, so they invited St John’s 
Military Academy to join in the parade with al! their rifles and 
military display!” 7 
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Figure 1.12: L- Florence Sharp R- Lorene Klink 


The Midwinter Hop was one of the two big dances that the 
school sponsored. I was at a loss about who [| should invite but 
finally asked Florence Sharp who | had never dated but had 
admired as someone I! would like to know better. This was a good 
opportunity it seemed. Mom drove up with Florence. One of the 
barracks was vacated for cadet guests so they stayed there. We 
went bobsledding as well as dancing. It was a cold affair. That 
was my last date with Florence. | 

Graduation arrived and with it the June Hop. I invited my 
longtime girlfriend and sweetheart, Lorene Klink, who had moved 
from Bloomington to Lincoln, IL, a year before. Mom drove up with 
her and arrangements were much the same as for the Midwinter Hop 
but this was a much more enjoyable affair for me. 


